At noon the remainder of our guests arrived and after we
had given them luncheon at the hotel we all made our way
to San Martino to see the most wonderful Face in the world.
For those who are unfamiliar with the history of this
great treasure, it may be explained that it is a carved cedar-
wood crucifix of over lifesize, that has been in Lucca since
the year 740. Historically nothing is known of its origins
or of how it came there, but where history lapses legend
takes its place. According to legend, the Volto Santo was
carved in the Holy Land by Nicodemus; he who used to
visit Our Lord by night. But it is also rekted that while he
began the figure confidently, remembering clearly the be-
loved features, when he sought to reproduce those features
his skill felled him and he grieved until he fell into a sleep
of exhaustion and despair. While he slept, however, other
hands were working and when he awoke it was to see his
Master's Face, carved by the angels for his consolation-
And indeed, when one beholds the Volto Santo, legend
ceases to be hard to believe, for only at Lucca perhaps in all
the yorld can one truly understand why, when He spoke
to men, they put down their nets and followed Him.. *.
I did not know, when I adored that splendour, that the
day was not very far ahead when He would speak to me
through utter bereavement and demand that I should tread
the way of loneliness; but He knew it and perhaps it was
for that reason that He gave me the memory of His Holy
Face.
To Rome we went upon two occasions* The first time
we took Evguenia with us for a deliberately planned orgy
of sightseeing that ranged from the Tomb of Peter to tie
Foro Mussolini, from the Villa d'Este to the newly-built
town of Aprilia on the Agro Pontino. John had sprat
many months in Rome with Ladye and knew it almost as
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